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Heaven Lies within this Shed 


Henite Adoremus! 





























Sacred Heart Statue 


This statue, ornate in appearance, has a receptacle at the base for 
a Vigil Light Glass, which makes it convenient and attractive for home 
devotions. One Statue (13 inches in height), one Ruby Glass, and one 
dozen Vigil Lights will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of $2.50. 


WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc. 


162 N. Franklin Street, Chicago, Ill. 


LAPIDAR 


An excellent, non-poisonous remedy for purifying the blood and toning up the system. 
LAPIDAR is not an ordinary patent medicine. It is composed of leaves, flowers and 
herbs, all gathered from the mountains of Switzerland. LAPIDAR is compounded by 
Rev. Father Kuenzle of St. Gall, Switzerland, the best authority on Swiss Alpine herbs, 
whose books are in official use in many schools in Switzerland. LAPIDAR acts favor- 
ably in cases of gout, skin diseases, abscesses, stiffness of the limbs, faulty circulation, 
etc. It has a very beneficial effect especially on the stomach, kidneys and lungs. Rev. 
Father Kuenzle has the recommendation of the Holy Father as an herbalist. Price of 
regular Lapidar $2.50 per box. Persons afflicted with high blood pressure, gout, or 
stomach troubles or weak heart and nerves or liver troubles, inquire for SPECIAL 
LAPIDAR mentioning nature of ailment. Price $2.85 per box. We also cannot highly 
enough recommend our table tea, Messenger of the Alps, to be used as a daily bever- 
age. Price: large box 95 cents, plus postage. 


Agents wanted Address: Lapidar Co., Chino, California 


Joseph B. Shaughnessy, Architect 
508 Reliance Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. 
Specializes in Ecclesiastical Art, School and Institutional Buildings. 


Besides being a splendid type of Catholic layman, Mr. Shaughnessy’s 
travels abroad and study of ecclesiastical art eminently fit him for 
church work. He is reasonable as to price, economical in dealing with 
contractors, and a master of detail. His work on our Convent buildings 
at Clyde, since the death of the esteemed Rev. P. Lukas, O.S.B., gives 
us cause to recommend him highly. 











Watch the date on your magazine! It indicates the month and 
the year to which your subscription is paid. If it reads “‘Nov., 33” 
your subscription expired with the Nov. 1933 issue; if ‘“‘Dec., 33,” it 
expires with this issue. If your remittance reaches us 10 days or so 
before the magazine goes forward we will probably be unable to change 
the date on that issue; but the advanced date to which your subscrip- 
tion is paid will appear on the following number. 
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Printed and published monthly in English and in German by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri, under a 
Benedictine Father. 

Subscription Price, per year, $1.00 Canada, Ireland & England, $1.25 

Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office 
at Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1897. Ac- 
ceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 
1108, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized July 17, 1918. 





Christmas (jilts . -. 


To Present to Your Friends 7 
Given as Premiums for new subscriptions to TABERNACLE AND 


PURGATORY during December. 
(Please mention premium desired.) 


For 1 NEW Subscription 

Angel Gabriel Adoring at the Crib: 
A charming picture of the Angel’s 
visit as conceived by Brother Max 
Schmalzl, C.SS.R., in photo-tone; 
size 20 x 16 ine OR: — 


Little Devotions to the Holy Infant 
Jesus and Devotion to the. Infant 
Jesus of Prague: two attractive 64- 
page booklets with inspiring devo- 
tions especially suited to the Christ- 
mas season. 


For 3 NEW Subscriptions “eS 


A Rosary — black genuine cocoa beads on a 
durable silver-plated chain. Makes a practical 
and handsome gift, either for a man or a 
lady. OR: — — 





‘Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children — 
an ideal prayer-book for children. 160 pages, 
28 pictures. Durable cloth covers; black, 
Wwhite, blue or rose. OR: — 


" Biography of Rev. Father Lukas Etlin, 0.S.B. 
in attractive paper binding; 91 pages with 13 
illustrations. A book which is interesting and 
‘edifying to persons in every walk of life. 


For 5 NEW Subscriptions 


Real Ebony Crucifix, with artistic oxidized cor- 
pus. Beveled edges. Light in weight. Can easily 
be held by a sick person, or may be hung on the 
wall. Size 7% in. OR: — 





The Golden Book — A complete prayer-book of 
the Blessed Virgin with De Montfort’s treatise on 
True Devotion. Bound in American Morocco 
leather, red burnished edge, stamped in gold on 
front and back-bone of cover. 3% x 5% in. 
543 pages. 

See page 241. 

Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration 
Clyde, Missouri 











O Joyful Maternity of Mary! 


Mary has a thousand sublime and peerless titles, but the title, “Mother 
of God,” unspeakably surpasses them all. This title of “Mother of God” 
exalts the Blessed Virgin in dignity beyond the brightest Seraphim in heaven, 
above any creature that God has created or ever will create. O happy 
children of the Catholic Church who daily call upon Mary as “Mother of 
God” to intercede for them in life and aid them in death. 
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‘Tabernacle and Purgatory 





A monthly periodical devoted to the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation of 
the Poor Souls. Price $1.00; Canada, $1.25. Published with the approval of Most Rev. 
Charles Hubert LeBlond, Bishop of St. Joseph, and the Blessing of Pope Pius XI. 





Vol. 29 December, 1933 No. 8 





The Christmas of the Eucharist 


ey UR God is a “God of Joy,” and He longs to infuse this 
joy into the hearts of His creatures. Since the creation 
of the world, God has sought to impart joy to man, first 
amidst the beauties and happiness of the Garden of Eden, 
wherein He Himself deigned to walk with our first parents. 
And after that fateful act of disobedience, though Adam and Eve were 
driven from paradise, yet God imparted joy to their hearts by promis- 
ing a Redeemer. When the allotted years had passed and, in the 
decrees of God, the Savior of the world was to be born, His birth, 
though lowly on earth, was heralded by the joyous singing of angelic 
choirs. 

The birth of His only-begotten Son in the flesh afforded the 
Eternal Father (to speak after the manner of men) a new pleasure, 
one in which all the company of heaven took part. Overflowing with 
this exuberance of delight, the blessed spirits raised their voices in that 
melodious song, the Gloria in excelsis, the strains of which reached 
earth and filled the shepherds with unspeakable joy. And before the 
Gloria was ended, the angelic choirs came down to Bethlehem and 
prostrated themselves in the wind-swept cave before the new-born Babe, 
paying lowly homage to Him as their Sovereign Lord. O the joys of 
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Bethlehem! Human heart or human mind can never, even in slightest 
measure, understand that bliss! 

And yet, the joy caused to the Heavens and the blessings brought 
to earth by the nativity of Jesus Christ are renewed every day in the 
Holy Sacrifice of Mass. When, at “the good tidings of great joy,” 
the little ones crowd to the crib, going over, as it were, and going 
back to Bethlehem to see the gracious mystery which has come to 
pass, we elders turn rather to the Tabernacle, to find there once again, 
new-born in mystic birth and wrapped in the swaddling-clothes of the 
sacramental species, Him for whom there is really no “far away” or 
“long-ago.” 

O soul of man, are you seeking happiness? Are you longing for 
joy? Assist at Holy Mass, go before the Tabernacle, or kneel before 
the Most Blessed Sacrament exposed. There in that tiny Host is the 
best part of heaven, Jesus; there in that Tabernacle is heaven itself, — 
and heaven is joy and love, because heaven is God. In that tiny Host 
is your Creator, your Redeemer, the Divine Lover of your soul; your 
Life, your Love, your Joy, your very All! Animate your faith in 
the Divine Presence, in the Real Presence of Jesus on the altar, and 
your heart will taste a sweetness like unto that of those pious shep- 
herds as they beheld the Child Jesus in the tabernacle of Mary’s 
immaculate arms the first Christmas night! Joy, unspeakable joy, 
immeasurable joy will this realization impart to your soul, and earth 
will seem less sad, your anxieties less depressing when you go to pour 
out your sorrow and unburden your cares before the Eucharistic crib 
where abides the “goodness and kindness of God” revealed in the 
charming Infant of Bethlehem’s cave. 

Bethlehem’s Star 

Today as a pilgrim to Bethlehem goes down into the grotto of 
the nativity and stands breathless in that sacred place, he perceives a 
star, a silver star on the ground marking the spot whereon the Son 
of God in human form first touched the earth He had created. Of the 
inmost feelings of such a moment, a devout priestly pilgrim has 
written: “Bend low to kiss the place; bend low, O man, lower still, 
for this is the place that marked the beginning of redemption’s work 
that keeps you back from hell! Here it was that four thousand years 
after the world’s creation; three thousand years after the deluge of 
water; fifteen hundred years after Moses brought the chosen people 
back from Egypt; one thousand years after David was crowned king; 
seven hundred-fifty years after Imperial Rome was founded; here 
that Jesus Christ, Almighty God, came on earth in the form of man, a 
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helpless, weak-bodied Infant, born of an unsullied, unstained, immacu- 
late virgin. Down low, many times over—and the privilege is 
heavenly — we bend to place thereon the sacred intimacy of man, 
given from spotted lips, no doubt, but then coming from a heart that 
is sorrowful, and an eye that is tear-stained in sobbing love, and filled 
with ringing gratitude towards Him that loved us with His Life. 





The Basilica at Bethlehem is considered one of the oldest existing Christian 
sanctuaries in the world. A portion of the church built over the grotto of the Nativity 
of our Savior is still to be seen. The above picture shows the Chapel of the Nativity. 
Costly votive lamps, gifts of hearts burning with love for the Infant Christ, burn 
constantly around the silver star, that star marking the spot where the ‘‘Word made 
Flesh first touched the sin-stained earth to purify it by His sacred birth.’’ 





Thanks, O Christ, from hearts that many times have wandered far, that 
have many times neglected, that many times have failed; yet, this one 
time at least, hearts are these that burn with fiery love for a God who 
was so great as to bend so low!” — Rev. James M. Delaney 

Bend down, O soul of man, bend down in adoration here before 
the Eucharistic crib. Bow down here in the “House of Bread,” and 
with a heart burning with love adore that God who has stooped so 
low as to conceal Himself under the humble form of Bread. Happy 
the pilgrim privileged to kiss the sacred star in Bethlehem’s grotto, 
happier still the soul who receives the sacred kiss of Christ in Holy 
Communion, and who bows in love and adoration before the Christ 
Child really and truly in our midst, in our tabernacle-Bethlehems, 
the unfailing Companion of our exile. 











The Maternity of Mary 





HE Maternity of Mary! It was celebrated in the Eternal 
Councils of the Trinity after Adam’s sin, and the promise 
that the Word of God should become the Redeemer of 
fallen man. It was foretold by the Prophet Isaias when 

he beheld in vision that “A virgin shall conceive and bear 

a son...” The Maternity of Mary was celebrated in heaven and on 
earth on that first Christmas night when Mary, the pure Virgin, brought 
forth to the sin-stained world its Savior and Redeemer, the Son of God. 

From the days of the apostles up to the fifth century, no one 
dared to doubt the dignity of the Blessed Virgin. The light of her 
countenance, as well as that of her sanctity, was yet vivid, and shone, 
so to speak, upon the early Christians. In the fifth century, however, 
Nestorius, a wicked heretic, blasphemously asserted that in Jesus 
Christ there were two distinct persons as well as two natures, viz., the 
Divine Person and the human person; that the Blessed Virgin was the 
Mother of the human person only, and therefore not entitled to be 
called “Mother of God.” 

A General Council was called at Ephesus. One hundred fifty 
Bishops assembled and condemned the blasphemous heresy, declaring 
“Anathema” to these impious errors, and to those who held a doctrine 
contrary to the tradition of the Fathers. This infallible Council, 
assisted, as all General Councils are, by the unerring Spirit of God, 
vindicated the honor and dignity of Mary by a solemn definition in 
proclaiming her Dei-para, that is, Mother of God. 

On hearing this definition, vast crowds gave vent to their sup- 
pressed feelings in tears of joy and shouts of acclamation. The whole 
city was brilliantly illuminated; the people raised their voices in glad 
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rejoicing as they sang the praise and glories of Mary, the Mother 
of God. One of the most powerful defenders of the Divine Maternity 
of Mary was St. Cyril, patriarch of Alexandria. The sermon delivered 
by the saint is still extant. It is a masterpiece of praise of the Mother 
of God, a cry of exultation of heart and spirit, and of holy enthusiasm. 
He proclaimed the praises of Mary, repeating her beloved name and 
sublime title each time in a charming manner: — 

“Hail, O Mary, Mother of God, Hail, Virgin and Mother! 

“Hail, O Mary, Mother of God, from thee proceedeth the Sun 
of Justice! 

“Hail, O Mary, Mother of God, with the shepherds we sing the 
praise of God, and with the angels, that beautiful song of thanks- 
giving, ‘Glory to God in the highest and peace on earth to men of 
good will’. 

“Hail, O Mary, Mother of God, from thee flowed the true Light, 
Jesus Christ, our Lord...” Thus he continued in a pean of praise. 


The Reinstated Feast 


The Feast of the Nativity of Jesus Christ has always been a feast 
of the Maternity of Mary. During years past, a special feast was 
also celebrated on the second Sunday of October, being dedicated to 
the “Motherhood of Mary.” However, with Holy Church desiring 
to keep the Sunday office proper for the day, without the celebration 
of special festivals, except those of the higher classes, the feast of 
the “Maternity of Mary” gradually was omitted from the liturgy. 

It was our present gloriously reigning pontiff, Pope Pius XI, who 
reinstated the feast of the Maternity of Mary, and decreed it to be 
observed as a double of the second class throughout the entire Church 
on October 11th. It was in October, 1931, at the conclusion of the 
celebration of the 1500th anniversary of the Council of Ephesus (431) 
that the Sovereign Pontiff reinstated this feast and caused a proper 
Mass and Office to be assigned to it. He himself gave the festival 
special significance when he chose October 11th as the day on which 
to make his fourth and last visit to the Basilicas in order to gain the 
indulgences of the Holy Year, 1933. On that day he pontificated 
in the Basilica of St. Mary Major, Rome, the church where the great 
mosaic enriches the triumphal arch, erected in commemoration of 
and shortly after the Council of Ephesus (431). Another circum- 
stance which made the celebration of this feast so fitting for St. Mary 
Major is that the precious relics of Bethlehem’s Crib are there pre- 
served, — relics of the first feast of the Maternity of Mary upon earth. 
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The Divine Office 

The Motherhood of Mary is the idea that pervades the entire 
liturgy of the feast, both the Office and the Mass. “Blessed art thou, 
and forever wilt thou remain a virgin” — words which convey the 
Divinity of her Son who was born from the Father from all eternity 
and in time by her. 

Matins commences with this beautiful invitation: “Let us cele- 
brate the Maternity of the Blessed Virgin Mary: Christ her Son, our 
Lord, let us adore!” The hymn refers to the Maternity and also to 
the power of Mary’s intercession: — 


The Savior left high heaven to dwell She, too, our joyful hope shall be, 


Within the Virgin's womb, And drive away all fears, 

And there arrayed Himself in flesh Offering for us to her dear Son 
Our victim to become. Our contrite sighs and tears. 

She unto us Divinely bore That Son, He hears His Mother's prayer, 
Salvation’s King and God, And grants, ere it be said; 

Who died for us upon the Cross, Be ours to love her and invoke 
Who saves us in His Blood. In every strait her aid. 


Praise to the Glorious Trinity 
While endless times proceed, 

Who in that bosom pure of stain 
Sowed such immortal seed. Amen. 


The Scriptural readings of the Office are taken from Ecclesiasticus 
(xxiv. 5) showing Mary as the woman elected by God the Father from 
all eternity, endowed with all beauty becoming the Mother of God 
the Son. In holy exultation the voice of the choir is raised with the 
first responsory: “O Holy Virgin, happy art thou and worthy of all 
praise, for from thee arose the Sun of Justice, even Christ our God, 
by whom we are saved and redeemed.” Other readings are taken 
from the Christmas sermon of St. Leo the Great. In these sublime 
words he extols the virginal motherhood of Mary: “The Lord Jesus 
Christ, descending from His throne in heaven, but leaving not the 
glory which He hath with the Father, cometh into the lower world 
by being born after a new order and in a new birth... It was the 
power of God which wrought that a Virgin should conceive, that a 
Virgin should bring forth and yet remain a Virgin forever.” 

The seventh lesson is an extract from the encyclical of Pope 
Pius XI. In this lesson His Holiness refers to the Council of Ephesus 
which refuted the Nestorian heresy, and speaks of the mosaic in the 
triumphal arch of St. Mary Major in Rome, erected in honor of the 
Maternity of Mary, as a monument of this Great Council. In the 
eighth lesson, the Sovereign Pontiff holds up the Holy Family of 
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Nazareth as the most noble example of sanctity of family life, of 
chastity in the state of matrimony and as model for the holy education 
of youth. 

Then the sweet words of St. Bernard comment on the Gospel of 
the feast: “Son, why hast Thou done so to us?” He exclaims that 
Mary calls God, the Lord of angels, her Son. “God unto whom the 
angels are subject, and who is obeyed by the Principalities and Powers, 
was subject to Mary.” The eleventh lesson is a jubilant canticle in 
honor of the virginal Maternity, commencing: “O happy Mary, lowly 
virgin; wondrous virginity which motherhood destroyed not, but 
exalted; wondrous lowliness which the fruitful virginity took not 
away but ennobled; wondrous motherhood, which joined both virginity 
and lowliness. ..” 


The Holy Mass 


As the Office, so likewise the Holy Mass is direct honor of the 
Maternity of Mary. The very first words of the /ntroit refer to the 
sacred motherhood in the words of the Prophecy of Isaias: “Behold, a 
Virgin shall conceive, and shall bear a Son...” In the Collect we 
express our belief in the mystery of the Divine Maternity and ask by 
her intercession which is so mighty because of the love existing between 
the Son and the Mother. The Epistle again uses Ecclesiasticus (xxiv) 
giving Mary the heavenly title: “Mother of fair love.” The Gradual 
and Alleluia show her as the root of Jesse blossoming forth in Christ 
and give her the highest praise in the words: “Virgin, Mother of 
God, He whom the whole world cannot contain, being made man, 
enshrined Himself within thy bosom.” 

In the Gospel Mary is shown to us as the anxious mother seeking 
her lost Son in Jerusalem. Gently she reproaches Him, “Son, why 
hast Thou done so?” The word “Son” by which she addresses Jesus 
proves that she is His Mother. The Offertory and Communion anthems, 
the Secret and Post-communion prayers — all speak of Mary as Virgin- 
Mother, through whose help we hope to become partakers of God. 

The feast is brought to a beautiful close with the second Vespers 
at which the Magnificat anthem pays our tribute to Our Lady when 
we sing: “Thy Motherhood, O Virgin Mother of God, brought joy to 
the whole world, for from thee arose the Sun of Justice, Christ our 
God.” Thus is Mary revealed to us as “Mother of our salvation,” 
“Mother of Hope,” and “Mother of Life.” 

The feast of the Maternity of Mary. which on first consideration 
might seem to be more suitably celebraied during the month of May, 
is, after study, most fittingly assigned t~ the month of October, the 
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month dedicated to the Holy Rosary. It is by her virginal maternity 
that Mary became co-operatrix in our redemption, the fifteen mysteries 
of which we venerate in the recitation of the Holy Rosary. 

O Mary, Mother of God, and our Mother, we joyfully celebrate 
thy praises and implore thee by the incomparable dignity, excellence 
and sublimity of thy privilege, thy glorious Maternity, to extend 
over us, though unworthy, the protection of thy sacred motherhood! 





Pope Pius Makes Fourth Holy Year Visit 





On the Feast of the Maternity of the Blessed Virgin Mary, 
October llth, Pope Pius made his fourth Holy Year basilica visit, 
motoring to St. Mary Major. Arriving at the sacristy, the Pontiff 
robed in a special room and reverenced the Blessed Sacrament at an 
altar separated from the rest of the basilica by a partition. Carried in 
the gestatorial chair, he re-entered the basilica by the central door in 
solemn procession in which twenty-two cardinals, thirty bishops and a 
group of Swiss guards participated. Thousands of pilgrims were 
among the cheering congregation. Cardinal Bolci, arch-priest of the 
basilica, celebrated the Mass while the Pope assisted from the throne 
near the high altar. After imparting the pontifical blessing, the Holy 
Father visited the chapel of the Borghese family, considered the richest 
edifice of its kind in the world, and finally left the basilica amid the 
enthusiastic applause of the multitude. Mounting to the balcony, the 
Pope again blessed the huge crowd thronging the portico, and then 
returned to the Vatican. 

The four visits of the Holy Father Pope Pius XI to the major 
Basilicas to make the prescribed visits for the gaining of the indul- 
gences of the Holy Year, are of historic importance. It means that 
for the first time, in more than sixty years, the Sovereign Pontiff 
himself completed the personal visits to the Basilicas to gain the 
Jubilee Year indulgences. It is striking that the particular Jubilee 
Year should be that commemorating the Nineteenth Centenary of the 
Redemption of mankind. At the end of the Holy Year, 1925, Pope 
Pius XI, though rejoicing at the magnificent results of that Jubilee 
period, at the solemnity with which the sacred celebrations were 
carried out, and at the pilgrimages, lamented that because of political 
conditions in the City of Rome he could not join with the faithful in 
visiting the venerable Roman Basilicas. 




















The Roman Basilica of St. Mary Major 


The World’s Largest Church in Honor of 
the Mother of God 


OREMOST among all the churches in Rome dedicated to 
the honor of the Blessed Virgin Mary, both in antiquity 
and in dignity, is the Basilica of St. Mary Major, also 
known as Sancta Maria ad Nives (St. Mary of the Snow) 
from the beautiful tradition connected with the origin of 

this sanctuary. 

During the reign of Pope Liberius (352-366) there lived in Rome a 





‘wealthy patrician named John, who with his pious wife owned the 


property which now forms the site of the Basilica. Blessed with an 
abundance of this world’s goods, they were, nevertheless, sad of heart 
because they had been denied that one gift most desired —a child. 
They were already advanced in years, and as they had no heir upon 
whom to bestow their great riches they turned to the gracious Virgin 
Mary, begging her to signify to them some way in which they might 
bequeath their possessions for her glory and that of her Divine Son. 

After they had persevered for some time in fervent prayer the Queen 
of Heaven appeared to each of them in a dream, on the same night, 
telling them to go on the following morning to the Esquiline Hill, 
where they would find a plot of ground covered with snow, on which 
she desired them to build a church in her honor. They went, and 
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found a large area covered with snow, as had been foretold. It was 
the 5th of August, the time of year when the heat of an Italian summer 
is at its greatest intensity, and the marvelous fall of snow had attracted 
a great crowd of people. Not doubting the reality of the vision, the 
pious couple hastened to communicate it to the Pope. What was 
their surprise, on relating to him their dream, to learn that he had 
likewise been extraordinarily apprised of the Blessed Mother’s wish 
and was waiting to extend to them every possible co-operation. 
Recognizing in this singular coincidence the will of the Heavenly 
Queen, the Pope, with the pious: couple, the clergy and many people, 
went in procession to the Esquiline Hill and found the plan of the 
future church outlined on the snow-covered ground. 

A basilica was commenced forthwith, Pope Liberius himself 
having turned the first spade of earth for the foundation. It was com- 
pleted during his pontificate and dedicated by him under the title 
Sancta Maria ad Nives. In his honor it was also called the Liberian 
Basilica, 

The Romans have a beautiful custom of perpetuating the memory 
of this prodigy of snow each year on the Feast of the Dedication of 
the church, which is now celebrated throughout the world on 
August 5th. Before the miraculous Madonna in the beautiful Borghese 
Chapel, of which we shall speak later, a shower of white rose or 
jasmine petals is let fall between the altar of lapis lazuli and the people 
during the celebration of the First Vespers and again during High 
Mass. Slowly, like flakes of snow, the petals descend, filling the air 
with whiteness and perfume and covering the marble pavement of 
the chapel as the snow once covered the Esquiline Hill. 


A Monument of Love 


In the early part of the century following the erection of the 
Basilica, the General Council of Ephesus was convened, and Pope 
Sixtus III (432-440), on the occasion of that memorable decision of 
the Church whereby the Blessed Virgin was formally declared to be 
truly the Mother of God, rebuilt the Basilica on a scale of much greater 
magnificence. At the same time he enriched it with numerous silver 
patens and chalices, lamps, thuribles and other costly articles and 
with houses and lands of considerable extent. The tribune of the new 
Basilica was ornamented with large and elaborate mosaics, representing 
subjects commemorative of that great mystery of faith which had just 
been vindicated from the blasphemous attacks of heresy. The church 
was more and more embellished under the succeeding pontiffs, until 
it attained its present state of magnificence. It is, therefore, a mon- 
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ument of the love of the children of Mary, not of the age only but of 
all the glorious ages of Christianity. 

St. Mary Major is the largest and without doubt also one of the 
most beautiful churches in all the world dedicated to Mary. Age and 
beauty unite to make it one of the world’s most renowned sanctuaries. 
In front of the principal facade stands an elegant Corinthian column 
of white Grecian marble, forty-five feet in height, bearing aloft the 
image of the Immaculate Virgin. At the base of the pillar, which once 
adorned the temple of the pagan god of peace, are engraved the words: 
“Joyfully I bear the image of the Queen of true peace, after having 
stood for centuries in the temple of the false god of peace.” This 
pillar was erected by Pope Paul V to announce to the world that Mary, 
the Mother of God, has brought true peace to the world. 

The campanile of the church, the tallest in Rome, was erected in 
1376 after the return of Gregory XI from Avignon. This, together 
with the twin towers surmounting the Sistine and the Pauline or 
Borghese chapels, makes the church easily recognizable from afar. 
Five portals open from the grand facade, one of which is a Porta 
Sancta or Holy Door, open only during a year of jubilee. 


First Gold from America 


On entering the Basilica, one is deeply impressed by the grandeur 
and harmony of its interior. Thirty-six Ionic columns of white marble 
form a vista to the altar, reflected in a pavement of crimson, violet 
and gray. Above these, on the straight entablature which runs the 
whole length of the vast nave, are mosaics representing scenes from 
the Old Testament prefiguring the virginal maternity of Mary. The 
ceiling, with its richly figured pattern covered with gold, is an object 
of pride to every noble American heart, for this gold was the first 
brought from the continent of America. When Columbus returned to 
Spain after his discovery of the New World, he placed in the hands of 
Ferdinand and Isabella the first gold from the newly discovered con- 
tinent. These Christian sovereigns presented it to Pope Alexander VI, 
and he, spiritual sovereign of the Christian world, placed it in homage 
at the feet of heaven’s Queen. He thought not of enriching therewith 
the papal treasury, nor yet of having it fashioned into a tiara or into 
sacred vessels for the papal chapel. - No; this virgin gold without alloy 
he would devote to the honor of the Most Pure Virgin, and for this 
purpose he had it beaten into the thinnest of tissues so that it might 
be spread over the entire ceiling of the beautiful Basilica of St. Mary 
Major. 
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Symbolic Mosaics of the Maternity of Mary 


Spanning the nave over the high altar is a magnificent triumphal 
arch which was designed and commenced by Pope St. Celestine ( > 432) 
with great enthusiasm after the Council of Ephesus, and completed 
by his successor, Pope Sixtus III. Represented in mosaic on the arch 
are, among other mysteries, the Annunciation, the Adoration of the 
Magi, the Presentation and the Finding of the Divine Child in the 
Temple — subjects designed to bring into prominence the Divine 
motherhood of Mary and thus celebrate the triumph of the Catholic 
dogma over the heretical tenets of Nestorianism. 

In the mosaic adorning the apse above the high altar, the glo- 
rification of the Mother of God reaches its culmination. There, like 
a lily, all in white, we see the Immaculate Virgin lying on her death 
bed, surrounded by the apostles, breathing forth her sinless soul into 
the arms of her Divine Son. Above this tranquil death scene we see 
the glory of its blissful consummation — the coronation of the Blessed 
Virgin in heaven. Seated on the same throne with her Divine Son, 
she is crowned by Him as Queen in the presence of the angels and 
blessed, who approach the throne with reverence and offer their homage. 
On the flowery banks of the River Jordan which flows below, with 
hands upraised toward the celestial vision, are St. Peter, St. Paul, St. 
John Baptist and St. John the Evangelist, St. Francis and his beloved 
disciple St. Anthony, and very small figures representing Nicholas IV 
and Cardinal Colonna, who were the sponsors of this great work, 
which was executed by Jacopo da Turrita, a Franciscan Friar, about the 
year 1299. 

The Crib of Cribs 


A treasure fittingly preserved in this great church in honor of 
the Maternity of Mary is the crib in which the Infant Jesus was cradled 
in Bethlehem. From this precious relic the Basilica receives also the 
name “Sancta Maria ad Praesepe — St. Mary of the Crib.” Tradition 
says that the Empress St. Helena, who found the Cross and other 
precious relics of our Savior, fcund also His crib — five little boards, 
dark with age even then, which some Hebrew Christian woman, with 
the instinct of a mother’s heart, had preserved and handed down to 
succeeding generations. When St. Helena found this treasure, with a 
motherly as well as a saintly veneration she had it covered with plates 
of silver and the sacred grotto itself lined with slabs of precious 
marble. Thus it was kept for the veneration of Christian pilgrims 
until the year 624, when the Mohammedans invaded the Holy Land 
and endangered the existence of all relics. The crib was then brought 




















Commemorative of the Jubilee Year of Our Divine Redemption, 


April 2, 1933 — 1934 


Fired by a holy zeal, and enlightened by the Divine Spirit, the Sovereign Pontiff, 
Pope Pius XI, has called upon the entire world to commemorate in a special way 
from April 2, 1933 to 1934 the nineteenth centenary of the Mysteries of our Divine 
Redemption. This year all roads lead to Rome, for as the Holy Father stated in his 
encyclical: ‘‘As the plenary indulgence which we are about to grant can be obtained 
during this Jubilee Year only in Rome, We ardently desire that you come in’ very 
large numbers, in pious pilgrimage to this city...the center of the Catholic Faith, 
the domicile and See of the Vicar of Jesus Christ.’’ : 
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to Rome and deposited in this side chapel of St. Mary Major, where 
it still remains. 

Margaret of Austria, the wife of Philip III of Spain, presented a 
rich reliquary for the Crib, but this having been carried off by the 
French during the occupation of Rome under Napoleon, another, still 
more precious, adorned with bas-reliefs and statuettes, was provided 
by a Spanish noblewoman, the Duchess of Villa Hermosa, in 1830. 

Each year, at the Midnight Mass on Christmas Eve, the little Crib 
is taken from its rich encasings and carried in procession to the altar 
of the Praesepio, where it is placed high up so that all may see it 
during the entire day. There, surrounded by hundreds of great candles 
whose radiance is intensified as the flames are reflected by broad sur- 
faces of rock crystal, these pieces of rough board repeat the message 
which the angels brought to the shepherds and to mankind on that 
first Christmas night, — the message of peace to all men of good will 
from God glorified on high. 

How fortunate we should deem ourselves, could we assist at the 
Christmas Midnight Mass in this beautiful church of Mary and venerate 
the precious Crib in which she cradled her Infant Son on that bleak 
December night when His plaintive cries ascended to the Heavenly 
Father as the first petition for the salvation of sinners! There, surely, 
our dull hearts would awaken to a truer realization of the great gift 
of our Redemption which this year we are commemorating by a Holy 
Year of Jubilee. 


St. Luke’s Madonna 


Over the principal altar of the magnificent Borghese Chapel, set 
in a frame of lapis lazuli and precious stones, is a portrait of the 
Madonna which tradition attributes to St. Luke. It is said that the 
picture was brought from Jerusalem to Rome by the Empress St. 
Helena, and placed in this church by Pope Liberius. At any rate, 
it is of very great antiquity and has always been reverenced with 
singular devotion by the Roman people. God has deigned to glorify 
this picture by making it the instrument of many striking miracles, 
notable among them being that which took place during the reign of 
Pope St. Gregory the Great. 

The cholera was raging in Rome and carrying off vast numbers 
of its inhabitants. The Pope, trusting in the intercession of the Blessed 
Virgin, intituted a pilgrimage of petition and had the picture carried 
in solemn procession through the streets of the city, deprecating God’s 
wrath and imploring Him to stay the plague. During the procession, 
angel choirs were heard singing this hymn of praise: — 
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Regina Ceeli, letare, Alleluia, O Queen of Heaven, rejoice, Alleluia, 
Quia quem meruisti portare, Alleluia, | He whom thou wast meet to bear, Alleluia 
Resurrexit sicut dixit, Alleluia, As He promised has arisen, Alleluia, 


to which the holy Pontiff, falling on his knees, added: “Ora pro nobis 
Deum, Alleluia — Pray for us to God, Alleluia,” thus forming the 
whole of that triumphant antiphon wherewith, amid her exultation at 
the glad tidings of Easter, the Church still celebrates the joys of the 
Mother of her risen Lord and implores her intercession. At the same 
time, St. Gregory beheld, over the Mausoleum of Hadrian, the Arch- 
angel Michael sheathing his sword, thereby declaring that the plague 
had ceased, which fact was afterwards confirmed. 

This picture was most carefully preserved and held in reverence 
by all succeeding Pontiffs as well as by the faithful. At the beginning 
of the 17th century, Pope Paul V determined to build a chapel 
expressly for its reception. The ceremony of translating it from its 
position in another part of the Basilica to this new and splendid 
chapel was celebrated with extraordinary pomp, amid an immense 
concourse of people, on January 26, 1613. 

Again, in 1837, a plague of cholera was arrested through the 
veneration of this miraculous picture, and on this occasion the Pope 
made an offering of two golden crowns, richly adorned with precious 
stones, — one for the Mother and one for the Son, to replace the crowns 
of silver which had been offered by various Popes in former times, 
but which had all been lost during the political disturbances to which 
the city had been subjected. 

All who have had the privilege of contemplating this picture 
closely, bear testimony to its extremely pleasing and devotional char- 
acter. It is said to be as beautiful as it is famous. 


A Christmas Gift for Vourself 
12 Christmas Greeting Cards 


breathing the spirit of Christmas will be given 
during December as a premium for 5 new 
subscriptions to ‘Tabernacle and Purgatory.” 





Send the magazine as a Christmas gift to 
five of your friends, or solicit the subscriptions 
of five, and you will receive, free, 12 cards 
of two different designs (6 of each) with your 
name imprinted. 

Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration 
Clyde, Missouri 
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Christmas Vengeance 


T was Christmas Eve. The snow had spread its protecting 
mantle over the mountains and the huge pines and dark 
green cedars bent their graceful boughs beneath its 
weight. Myriads of stars twinkled in the heavens. Be- 
neath the soft light of the moon, the snow-covered trees 
glittered as if strewn with sparkling diamonds. A peace- 

ful stillness pervaded all nature. 

Peace reigned also in the forester’s cabin, nestled amid the great 
pines in the heart of the Cascades. In this secluded spot, James Allen, 
a young mountaineer, lived with his wife and three-year-old son, and 
a maiden aunt, whose companionship was most welcome to Mrs. Allen 
during the long hours of her husband’s absence. Diligent and con- 
scientious in the fulfillment of his duties, Mr Allen was on the alert 
both by day and by night to forestall and punish transgressors of the 
game and forestry laws. They were devout Catholics, and attended 
regularly the services at the little church in the town of N. some two 
miles down the valley. With them it was not merely a matter of duty, 
but rather it was the interior promptings of their hearts that impelled 
them to brave the storms of winter and the inclemencies of summer 
in order to be present every Sunday and holy day at Holy Mass, at 
which they assisted with edifying devotion. 

Mrs. Allen was a quiet, industrious little woman, and bestowed 
every care upon the training of her child. Even at that tender age 
she sought to implant the germ of piety in his little heart. She often 
spoke to him about the good God and the sweet Infant Jesus, and the 
little one would listen with rapt attention, showing by his eager though 
disjointed questions that her words were falling upon fruitful soil. 

On this Christmas Eve there was great rejoicing in the little 
household, for the fond parents had prepared the first Christmas tree 
for little Jimmie, and his childish glee as he danced about, admiring 
the shining lights and the bright ornaments, made their own hearts 
overflow with happiness. 

“Do you know, sonny, who brought you this pretty tree?’’ asked 
the father, with a twinkle in his eye. ‘“‘Keist Teild bing Dimmy pitty 
tee,” was the ready answer. “Dimmy dood boy — Keist Teild love 
Dimmy.’”” When his father told him about the crib in the church, 
where the shepherds with their white wooly sheep watched beside the 
sweet Babe in the manger, he begged to be taken to the church that 
he might see the crib with the little Infant. It was with difficulty 
that they got him to sleep, long past his usual bed time, with the 
promise that they would take him tomorrow if he were a good boy 
and went to sleep. 

Leaving Jimmie in the care of Aunt Anna, who was as a second 
mother to him, Mr. and Mrs. Allen set out for the village church to 
attend the Midnight Mass. The air was crisp and exhilarating, and 
the spirit of Christmas was in their hearts as they trudged along 
through the freshly fallen snow. Just as they reached the village; the 
bells rang out their joyful summons, and people ea from all 
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directions into the brightly illuminated church. Joy and peace shone 
on the faces of all as they followed the prayers of the Mass and listened 
again to the sweet Gospel story of the birth of Christ. The aged priest 
spoke touchingly about the peace which the Savior’s coming brought 
to earth and said that at His crib all enmities ought to cease. 

Chancing to look sideways, Mrs. Allen saw standing in the shadow 
of a pillar a stranger who seemed to take no part either in the out- 
ward or the inward celebration of this holy Feast. His rough boots 
and dirty sheepskin coat were as much out of harmony with his 
surroundings as were the sullen expression of his countenance and 
the vengeful glances which he cast about from time to time. She 
grew uneasy as she saw his gaze rest again and again upon her 
husband, and she feared he might be plotting some harm. 

When the services were over and they were again on their home- 
ward way, Mrs. Allen questioned her husband about the stranger and 
asked whether he knew him. “Oh, that’s ‘Wild Dick’ from the logging 
camp down at Bear Creek,’”’ he answered. “I had him arrested last 
year for shooting a stag out of season. He just finished serving his 
term and I guess he’s still holding a grudge. Poor fellow, I felt sorry 
for him, as the law deals pretty hard with such cases, but I couldn’t 
let sentiment stand in the way of duty.” 

“But James, aren’t you afraid he might harm you? I didn’t like 
the way he looked at you during services this evening.’’ 

“Oh, he might try to square up in some way, but he won’t do 
anything very desperate, I’m confident of that. He’s not really a bad 
fellow; just a little wild, that’s all.’’ 

When they neared home, Aunt Anna came hurrying toward them, 
a look of dismay on her countenance as she gasped: “Jimmie — he’s 
gone — O God, I can’t imagine what has become of him! I left the 
house for a few minutes to see that the dog kennel was properly 
closed, and when I went up to Jimmie’s room afterwards his bed was 
empty. I called and searched the house and every corner of the place, 
but can’t find any trace of him.” 

Mrs Allen’s face turned white; she thought of the stranger at 
church. Could it be that he...? Together they once more searched 
the house and yard, calling the little one and sending up anguished 
prayers to God for help. 


A Chance to “Get Even”’ 


The stranger, after leaving the church, had also started for 
“home,” which was for him at present a hut in a secluded cavern some 
distance beyond the forester’s cabin. A medley of thoughts surged 
through his brain as he tramped along. Yes, he would get even! He 
would show that smart Allen a thing or two when he got a chance! 
The idea of sending a man to jail... But what was that? A small 
figure stumbling along in the darkness, and then a child’s tearful cry: 
“O Daddy, Daddy ’tum and dit me! Ise losted way out here in the 
snow.” 

‘Well, well, little one, what are you doing out here?”’ Despite his 
rough appearance there was a note of tenderness in the stranger’s 








244 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


voice as he stooped to lift the little shivering form in his arms. 

“Dimmy want Daddy — Daddy church — me want to see crib—”’ 
The stranger soothed the frightened child and wrapped his warm 
coat about him. ‘Tell me who your Daddy is and I will take you to 
him.” But the little one would only repeat: ‘Daddy church — me 
want Daddy.” Suddenly Dick caught sight of a little medal hung 
around the child’s neck. Lighting a match he examined it and found 
engraved on the back: “James Edward Allen, Forester’s Cabin, Bear 
Mountain.” Aha! Jim Allen’s boy! Here was his chance! For once 
fortune had played into his hands! He’d let Jim Allen sweat a while 
before he took the boy home. And maybe Jim would be glad to hand 
over a little cash in the deal... 

He soothed the little one with the promise that he would take 
him to his father, but the innocent child could not know that the 
stranger’s long strides were bearing him swiftly in the opposite 
direction. With a child’s confidence he put his little arms around the 
stranger’s neck, nestled his head on his bosom, and was soon fast 
asleep. 

When Dick reached his hut, he laid the sleeping child on his bed 
and sat down beside him to lay his plans. It would be safe to keep 
little Jim there for a day or two, as no one knew the whereabouts of 
this place, and in the meantime he could get word to the Allens that 
their child was held for ransom... The little one stirred and murmured 
some broken sentences about his father and mother and the Baby in 
church. His golden curls formed an aureole around his angelic face 
and his chubby hand clung confidingly to the forefinger of Dick’s 
rough hand. “Ah, poor little chap,’’ thought Dick; “‘it’ll be pretty 
tough on him. But still...’ A struggle went on inside. ‘After all, 
it’s not the babe’s fault that Jim and I are on the outs... And yet — 
when will I ever have another chance like this to get even?”’ 

Then the words of the sermon to which he had listened by chance 
that evening (he had stepped into the church out of curiosity to see 
what was going on at that unlikely hour) echoed in his heart: ‘Let 
every man forgive his brother from his heart...’’ He looked once 
more at the sleeping angel and thought how like him that little Babe 
of Bethlehem must have been... Then Wild Dick did something which 
he would have been ashamed to have “the fellows’’ see — he dropped 
on his knees and kissed the little hand that held his own so trustfully. 
Then, gathering the sleeping child in his strong arms, he once more 
wrapped his coat about him and stepped out into the night. 


Christian Vengeance 


The news of the child’s disappearance had spread to the cabins 
farther down the mountain, and friends had come to join the Allens 
in the search. All were in readiness to start when suddenly a gaunt 
figure stumbled up the bridle path and approached the cabin. In the 
dim lantern light Mr. Allen recognized Dick, and wondered what 
errand might be bringing him there at that hour of the night. Dick 
looked at him cynically for a moment and then said dryly: ‘“‘Are you 
missing anything?” ‘Missing anything! Good Lord, man, this is no 
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time for jokes. Our baby has disappeared and we’re organizing a 
search for him. I don’t suppose you have seen anything of a child 
out in the snow, have you?” 

“TI reckon I have,’”’ said Dick, opening his coat and revealing the 
little figure sleeping on his breast. His voice choked with emotion, 
Jim Allen could only wring the stranger’s hand in token of his grati- 
tude, while he and Mrs. Allen wept with joy over the safe return of 
their child. The sleeping Jimmie, awakened by the excitement, was 
covered with tenderest caresses, and when at last he was tucked once 
more into his little bed he murmured something inarticulate about 
the little Baby in church whom he wished to see. : 

The stranger was invited in and he related how he had found the 
child and had almost yielded to the impulse of keeping him and de- 
manding a ransom for his return, but touched by the sight of the 
innocent victim and the remembrance of the sermon that night, he 
had decided at last to do the “‘square’”’ thing... ‘‘And please God,’’ he 
said, “I’m going to go straight after this...all things to the contrary 
notwithstanding.”’ 

The Allens thanked him most cordially for rescuing Jimmie and 
bringing him back safely. As a proof of his gratitude and to show 
his confidence in Dick, Mr. Allen asked him if he would not like to 
become his assistant in patroling the forest to see that the game and 
forestry laws were obeyed. Dick readily accepted, and after promising 
that he would return on the morrow and have Christmas dinner with 
them, he returned to his lonely hut with a peace and joy in his heart 
which he had not known for many a day, while there rang in his ears 
the long forgotten refrain: ‘‘Peace on earth to men of good will.” 





The Kitten in the Crib 





HRISTMAS always brought an abundance of toys to Clare 
Mahony; her nursery was full of them: beautiful dolls 
that walked and talked, fluffy teddy bears with moving 
eyes, a gramophone that played like the big one in the 
drawing room —and a host of other things which for a 
time brought joy to her heart, but of which she soon 

tired. And now Christmas Eve had come again — which meant a new 

selection of toys. 

Clare lay on the rug before the nursery fire, a thoughtful ex- 
pression in her large brown eyes as she gazed into the ruddy coals. 
She was tired of those dolls and teddies that had no life; she wanted 
a little sister. The very thought of a sister —a real, live girl — sent 
a tinge of color to her cheeks. She had begged her mother more than 
once to get her a baby, but her petition had remained unanswered. 
“You'll have to ask the Christ Child for one,’’ her mother said. 

Last year Clare had asked Him, but He did not answer her prayer. 
She guessed she had not asked hard enough. Just then a little white 
kitten which had been asleep started to play beside her. Clare caught 
it in her chubby hands and hugged it. A few days previously her 
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father had brought it home. ‘“Here’s something with plenty of life 
in it, Clare,” he said, laughingly; ‘“‘Snowball will play with you as 
much as you like.” 

She loved Snowball, with his blue eyes and pink ears. Suddenly 
an idea came to her. Suppose she gave Snowball to the Christ Child, 
would He give her a little sister in exchange? When Aunt Mary got 
a baby she said it was a little angel from heaven. Clare guessed that 
the Christ Child would love her kitten. He had plenty of angels, but 
she felt sure He had no kitten... 

Her face was flushed with excitement and her eyes sparkled as 
she clasped Snowball in her arms and stole downstairs. No one was 
about, and the church was just around the corner. She managed to 
open the hall door quietly, tripped down the steps and out onto the 
street...The church was dark when she entered. Up to the very 
front she was tiptoeing when suddenly a wonderful scene in the side 
aisle caught her attention. It was acrib! Clare’s heart bounded with 
delight, and she hurried over. Here was the very place for Snowball! 
The Christ Child smiled at her as she stood on tiptoe and peered in. 
She gazed at the sheep and the ox near the manger; Snowball was 
much nicer than either. 

Clare’s Sacrifice 

“Here, little Jesus,’’ she whispered, placing the kitten close to 
the figure; “You can have Snowball; he’s soft an’ warm an’ You'll 
love him. An’ won’t you send me a sister, little Jesus? — a nice little 
sister that’ll play?” 

As she gazed wistfully at the Christ Child she fancied the smile 
on His face grew sweeter; she felt sure He wanted her to understand. 
He would fulfill her wish. Snowball cuddled himself up in the straw 
and blinked contentedly at the figures, and then at the little light 
which threw a soft radiance over the manger. Clare sat in a pew 
watching him. Soon his eyes began to droop and his small round head 
lowered. After a while Clare’s head lowered too... 

Mr. Mahony’s face was pale as he closed the hall door and started 
off — whither? The nurse had just discovered Clare’s absence and a 
thorough search of the house and garden having proved unsuccessful, 
Mr. Mahony concluded she must have gone out into the street. He 
asked some people whom he met if they had noticed a little girl, hatless 
and coatless, wandering down the street, but no one could give him 
any information. At length he met an old man who told him he had 
just seen a small child with a white kitten in her arms coming from 
the direction of the church. “If you hurry, sir, you'll catch up to 
her,” he said. “She can’t be far beyond the corner of the street.’ 

With a sigh of relief, Mr. Mahony thanked the man and hastened 
along. Soon he beheld, a few yards in front of him, a small girl, 
almost the size of Clare. But this little one was shabby, and as she 
walked along her torn shoes flapped on the frosty pavement. The 
man was about to turn back, but changed his mind. At any rate he 
couldn’t be mistaken about the kitten which she held, for he was sure 
it was the same one he had given to Clare a short time before. 

“T say, little one,” he called after the small shabby figure. 
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Immediately she turned around, and as she did so, he was astonished 
to see the striking resemblance between her face and Clare’s. ‘‘Where 
did you get that pretty kitten?’ he asked kindly. The brown eyes 
surveyed him critically; seeing her hesitate he patted her cheek and 
smiled encouragingly. “Did a little girl with dark curls like your 
own, and a blue frock, give it to you?” But she shook her head 
vigorously. “No sir, she didn’t give it to me, though I saw her 
in the church,— asleep in the seat, she was. But the Baby Jesus 
gave me this. I asked Him to send me a nice wooly pussy for Christ- 
mas, an’ when I went to see Him He had it ready for me in the crib.” 
And she fondly caressed the purring kitten. 

“What is your name?” Mr. Mahony asked. Now that he knew 
Clare was safe in the church he did not mind delaying, for this child 
interested him. ‘‘Maureen Downes,’’ was the answer. 

“Downes!’"’ The man opened his eyes wide in surprise. “By 
Jove, and such a resemblance! Where do you live?’”’ he went on; 
“and are your parents living?” 

“I live down there.” She nodded toward a street on the right, 
where a row of plain houses lined the walk. “Daddy is dead, but 
mother is alive. Oh, here she comes!” She broke off and ran toward 
a woman who was approaching. 


The Infant Jesus’ Gift 


Mr. Mahony gazed at her, while the little girl danced around in 
excitement as she told her mother the wonderful manner in which 
she had been given the kitten. Although very poorly clad, the woman 
showed a refinement which marked her as a cultured lady. But this was 
not what held the man’s attention; it was her resemblance to his own 
sister whom his father had disinherited because she had married a man 
far below her rank. Although he himself would have loved to remain 
friendly with her, he had lost sight of her. And now, could it be that 
he had found her? 

“This gentleman was asking me about you,” the little one was 
saying. The woman looked at him, and then he went toward her. 
“Molly, don’t you know me— your own brother?” “Hugh! Can it 
be possible?”’ she exclaimed. ‘‘I have only lately come to live here,” 
she said, after they had spoken for some time. “I longed to find my 
own people —for Maureen’s sake. Such a Christmas gift!’’ There 
were tears in her eyes as she smiled at the child fondling the kitten. 

When Clare awoke, she found herself in her little cot at home, 
and her mother sitting beside her. ‘‘Are you all right, darling?” her 
mother asked. ‘“‘Why, mother, I wasn’t sick, was I?” Then she 
remembered her visit to the crib. “How did I get home from church?” 
she exclaimed. “I don’t remember. I went to give Snowball to the 
Christ Child for a present, and Mamma, He looked at it and smiled. 
I—JI wonder, will He send me a little sister?” she breathed. : 

“Clare, he has found you a sister — not a baby, but a little girl of 
five. She and her mother are coming here tomorrow to stay.’’ —“O 
Mother! how good the Christ Child is to give mé a playmate for my 
little kitten.” . i y . 
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The Charcoal Burner of Wuerzburg 





EARS ago a student from Alsace went to Wuerzburg 
(Germany) to complete his studies at the High School 
there. It happened that a very elaborate funeral was 
held and many Holy Masses were said at the Cathedral 
for the repose of the rich man’s soul. As he was leaving 

the church one day, a poor laborer approached the student and said: 

“Ah, what will become of me, a poor charcoal burner, after my death! 
I shall perhaps not receive a single Holy Mass and shall have to burn 
in purgatory for a long time.” 

To console him, the student promised that after he had become 
a priest he would certainly say a Holy Mass for him after his decease, 
should he receive news of his death. The charcoal burner accepted 
this promise with joy and went his way. 

The student became a priest and entered a monastery, receiving 
the name of Hilarion. Some years passed. One night Father Hilarion 
heard a knock at his door. Thinking it was the Prior who had called 
him, he arose and went to ask what he wished. The Prior, however, 
said he had not knocked for him, that he must have been mistaken. 
Father Hilarion returned to bed. A second and a third time he heard 
a knock. The Prior then told him to ask in the name of God who it 
was that knocked. He did so, and the answer was: “I am the char- 
coal burner of Wuerzburg. I am waiting for the Holy Mass you 
promised me.” , 

Father Hilarion told the Prior of the meeting at Wuerzburg and 
begged permission to say the Holy Mass. The Prior readily consented 
and also asked the other monks to pray for the poor departed man. 
Afterwards they saw a light in the choir above and heard the hymn: 
“Holy God, We Praise Thy Name.” Without doubt the soul of the 
good charcoal burner had been delivered from purgatory through this 
one Holy Mass, which had just been said for him as promised. 

Inestimable is the value and merit of the holy Sacrifice of the 
Mass, both for the living and the dead. Most Catholics could make 
satisfaction for their sins during their lifetime if they but assisted daily 
or frequently at Holy Mass. Apparently this is what the charcoal 
burner of Wuerzburg did, for he seems to have been delivered from 
purgatory by this one Holy Mass assisted at by the members of the 
“monastery. But alas, how many there are who leave it to their 
neighbor to go to Holy Mass, thinking that they will be taken care of 
after their death. How they deceive themselves! Will a Holy Mass 
be offered for them? Will anyone assist at the Holy Mass for them? 
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f The Babe of Bethlehem Enthroned 





lehems: places where the dear Christ Child comes in 
poverty and coldness, and oft times meets only neglect. 
But Mary’s arms were a throne even in the bleak cave of 
Bethlehem that Christmas night so long ago, and the Babe 
of Bethlehem was enshrined on her pure bosom. Catholic love and 
faith have in our times likewise longed to enthrone the Divine Babe of 
Bethlehem, and though His Mother’s arms enfold Him not, yet loving 
hearts have erected a throne whereon He can reign and dispense His 
blessings. Such a throne is the sanctuary of Perpetual Adoration at 
Mundelein, Illinois, where faithful souls delight to behold the honor 
accorded our Savior in reparation for neglect and forgetfulness. 





Thousands and thousands of visitors to Chicago and friends in 
the vicinity paid homage to our Lord enthroned in the Mundelein 
Perpetual Adoration Church during the past summer. Without ex- 
ception, they felt a deeper realization of the great Mystery: God with 
us in the Blessed Sacrament. We feel deeply grateful to all our dear 
friends who have brought sacrifices for this House of God. It is our 
conviction that if they knew that there are still many ways of con- 
tributing toward the church and thus decreasing the debt, they would 
willingly give according to their means, according to their charity, or 
according to their spirit of sacrifice. Enrollment in the Golden Book 
is a privilege for you or your dear ones, and a form of help suggested 
for us, especially at this Holy Christmas season. The offering is Ten 
Dollars, and a special certificate of enrollment will be sent. 


Donations toward cancelling the debt on the Adoration. sanctuary 
will be most gratefully accepted. Anyone desiring to contribute toward 
some special memorial will find a variety of objects to which his 
offering may be applied: — 


1. Choir stalls 9. Windows for main Church 

2. Pews 10. Windows for Sorrowful 

3. Sanctuary chairs Mother Chapel 

4. Organ 11. Windows for Holy Thorn 

5. Paschal Candle pedestal Chapel 

6. Vestments 

7. Mosaic pictures. of the life of 13.8 ne + ai rt; and rep 
the Blessed Virgin Mary oe 

8. Marble columns in honor of 13. Furniture for Holy Thorn 
many different saints Chapel 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Guy de Fontgalland 


“Jesus Knocks’ 


FEW days after his eleventh birthday (December 8, 1924), 
Guy was suddenly stricken with a malignant form of 
diphtheria. He was placed under the care of specialists 
and everything possible to medical science was done for 
him. At the same time, many prayers were offered for 
his recovery. He was consecrated anew to the Blessed Virgin, and his 
parents sent offerings to the grotto of Lourdes to have candles burned 
for him. For some days his condition was very grave. Then at times 
it seemed as if he were improving and lively hopes were entertained 
for his recovery. But Guy himself knew that this illness would be 
his last: that soon he would be in heaven with Jesus and his “Heavenly 
Mamma.” With great earnestness, therefore, he prepared himself 
for death. 

Deeming it time now to confide to his mother the two “secrets” 
which he had guarded so faithfully during the past years, he called 
her to him one day and said: “Mamma, my dear little Mamma, I 
wish to hold you close in my arms, for I have a secret to tell you, a 
secret that will make you weep. I am soon to die. The Mother of 
God will come for me. When I was seven years old, at the time I 
received my first Holy Communion, the little Jesus told me that I 
should die young. I did not tell you sooner because you would have 
grieved too much. But today, as I feel so ill, 1 must warn you, my 
poor, dear Mamma. I have suffered at the thought that I must die 
young, that I must leave you, especially you, and Mark and Papa; 
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but because God wants me, I am resigned... And the secret which 
the purest Virgin told me, too, was: ‘My dear little Guy, I shall take 
you soon; you shall die young. I shall come for you and take you 
to heaven!’ ... Dear Mamma, you understand now why I did not take 
more pains with my studies, why I was so lazy. I said to myself: 
Since I am to die so very young, why burden myself uselessly? Why 
work hard to pass the examinations in order to secure a high position 
in life, as the others are doing, since my position is soon to be in 
heaven?... Since our visit to Lourdes I have prayed many Hail Marys 
every evening before falling asleep, for I did not know but that my 
Heavenly Mamma might come down from heaven and take me away 
in the middle of the night. Now, while I am sick, I say to her a 
hundred times, day and night: ‘Pray for me, now that the hour of my 
death is here.’” 

With touching tenderness Guy strove to console his grief-stricken 
mother, regretting the pain which he had to cause her. He bestowed 
upon her the most tender marks of affection and begged her to take 
a little rest, for he saw that she was quite fatigued from watching 
with him. When she hesitated to leave him, he, guessing her motive, 
assured her that he would not die that night. “It will be during the 
daytime,” he said, “and on a Saturday; out of your arms I shall pass 
into the arms of the Mother of God.” 

“I dreamed of becoming a priest,” he said to his mother. “But 
Jesus told me He would make an angel of me. I would gladly have 
become a hermit, — but one with modern equipment — an automobile, 
an airplane and a radio... I longed to make Jesus known so that the 
whole world would love Him.” To be concluded 


* * * 


This is the most joyous month for our little Lovers, the month 
of the birth of the sweet Child Jesus who becomes an Infant for love 
of us. Our practice this month shall be to 


PREPARE A CRIB FOR THE INFANT JESUS. 


There are many ways of preparing a crib. We know of one mother 
who sets up two empty cribs each Advent, and then lets her little sons 
fill them for the Child Jesus. For each act of self-imposed mortifi- 
cation or self-denial the little boys place one straw into their crib. 
... Even though you do not try this actually, yet remember that your 
heart is the crib dearest to the Christ Child, and let many acts of 
self-denial during Advent prepare your heart for Jesus to rest therein 
in Holy Communion on Christmas morn. 


ASPIRATION: O sweet and loving Child Jesus! Make my heart Thy 
dwelling place and make my body a temple of Thy Divine Spirit. 











‘“‘Who Gives Himself’’ 


HIRTY-THREE shopping days till Christmas! Mrs. Van 
Aldering viewed the challenging words with a frown, 
dropped the morning paper on her breakfast tray and 
rang for a maid to take it from the room. “A beastly 
bore!” she thought peevishly, as she nestled back among 
the soft cushions of her bed and looked discontentedly about the 
richly furnished room. “A lot of money spent for a lot of people 
who care nothing about you, and who will only pick your gift to 
pieces and talk about you because you didn’t spend more money on 
them. A bore, that’s all Christmas is!” 

Rising, finally, she thrust her feet into her softly padded slippers 
and pattered across the room to a rosewood desk. Here, musing 
darkly the while, she hastily wrote a list of names and a check for 
three figures, and ringing for her secretary, handed her the list and 
the check. “Go out and buy them something for Christmas,” she 
ordered; “I don’t care what— only spend all the money and don’t 
bother me.” Then, as the young woman left the room, she murmured: 
“Thank goodness, that’s over for another year. A tiresome bore — 
that’s what Christmas is.” 


The Best Day in the Year 
Thirty-three shopping days till Christmas! Over on the west side 
of the same city Mrs. John Martin read those same words that morning 
as with the paper propped up before her on the kitchen table she 
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glanced over it rapidly, while with her right hand she beat the break- 
fast muffins and with her left buttoned John Jr.’s blouse. 

“Mercy! Only thirty-three days till Christmas and I’ve only 
begun. Junior, what are we ever going to do?” 

“Hooray!” shouted that young person, ignoring his mother’s 
unpreparedness in his joy at the nearness of the Feast. “Christmas 
is the bestest day in the year; better’n birthdays, isn’t it, mother?” 

“It is a birthday —the most wonderful birthday in the year,” 
Mrs. Martin reminded him gently. “It is the birthday of our Lord.” 

“And that’s why we give presents to folks that can’t give us back 
again, ’cause it’s like giving them to Him,” Junior finished. 

“What a dreary old world this would be without Christmas,” 
Mrs. Martin mused an hour later, when, both Johns gone, she flew — 
to use her own phrase — at her housework. “If it weren’t for Christ- 
mas coming along every winter to shake us out of our selfishness, we'd 
never be able to live with ourselves. Ill have to hurry every minute 
from now on if I’m to be ready for Santa,” and with a final pat of a 
pillow she dashed downstairs. 

On the sewing machine lay a pile of soft, fuzzy nighties for the 
four small children of the woman who came twice a month to help 
Mrs. Martin clean. The husband had work only two days a week, and it 
took all their joint earnings for food and coal. All six were to have 
a gift trom the Martins. 

Then there was the crippled child of the man who carted away 
the ashes; he wanted books. The black-eyed Italian newsboy on the 
corner who was trying to save money to go to a trade school; a warm 
sweater, half completed, awaited him. The lonely woman across the 
alley, whose only son had just been killed in a street accident; the 
milkman, whose wife had just come back from the hospital; a big-eyed 
waif whom Junior had brought home one day; — these and a dozen 
others were to find Christmas a happier day because the Martins thought 
it the best day in the year. 

Should she go shopping, or work at home today? Finish the 
nighties, perhaps, and talk the rest over with the Johns that evening? 

Together they planned the campaign that night — father, mother 
and young John; and what scheming and figuring to devise ways to 
make $15.00 cover all they had to do. How father and mother laughed 
at Junior’s suggestions of drums and trains and skates and sleds for 
everybody, regardless of age or rheumatism! And what a wonderful 
list of gifts they finally decided upon! Never did $15.00 carry more 
of comfort and of happiness. 

“Our first gift this year,” said Mr. Martin, “is a Mass for the Poor 
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Souls. We owe them this Christmas remembrance for all the special 
favors they have obtained for us during the year.” 

“And next,” exclaimed Mrs. Martin, “are the subscriptions to 
‘Tabernacle and Purgatory.’ Do you know John, of all the presents 
we made last year, this magazine gave the greatest pleasure! Every 
time Mrs. Keenan and Mr. Degan meet me they say how happy they 
are to have that publication come each month. First, we will renew 
Mrs. Keenan’s. She is poor and ill, and the magazine brings heavenly 
sunshine and consolation into her invalid life. Second, let us send it 
to Mrs. Kolck. Our nieces and nephews love the children’s depart- 
ment and the pictures; even Barbara Anna hugs it all day long; so I 
know Mrs. Kolck’s boys and girls will profit by it. Third, Sr. Cosma 
at the school says it’s one of the few magazines the Sisters read from 
cover to cover. Fourth, we must not forget to subscribe for Father 
Conlon who borrows our pamphlet to use for his sermons.” — “Now 
let ae have my SAY for just one,” put in John; “send it to Phil 
Meegan. He’s slipping up on his monthly Holy Name Communions, 
and I know it will make a frequent communicant out of him as of me.” 

The thirty-two shopping days remaining found Mrs. Martin down 
town several times, going from shop to shop and from counter to 
counter, pricing, examining, comparing, buying, until one by one the 
names were all checked off. But not until after a family consultation 
in which Mother Martin had decided she did not need the scarf which 
was to have been her gift, and Junior had agreed that a four-year’s-ago 
sled was big enough for a boy only in the second grade. And what 
excitement at night when, after supper, Father and Junior examined 
the purchases and then wrapped each one in soft paper, tied them 
with red ribbons and affixed the gay name card. How the pile in the 
closet grew and grew, until Junior was sure they never could deliver 
all those packages on Christmas Eve. 

Each day Mother Martin’s face grew happier and her eyes 
brighter, and each day she grew more enthusiastic in assuring the two 
Johns and everyone who would listen, that Christmas was the best 
and the most interesting day in the whole round year. 

“The very gladdest and most satisfying day of all,” she repeated, 
when, at the close of the happy Feast, they sat by the fireside and 
recalled the smiles that had brightened tired faces as their gifts of 
love had been delivered. 

* * 

Over on the other side of the city, Mrs. Van Aldering gloomily 
eyed a table heaped with gifts — jewels, silken garments, furs, bonbons, 
flowers. “Beastly bore!” she scowled darkly, “thank goodness it’s over.” 
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A Full Dollar’s Worth 


Do you wish your Christmas-gift Dollar 
to go as far as possible? To do as 
much good spiritually and materially as 
one hundred cents can do? Then 
devote that Dollar to a subscription to 
Tabernacle and Purgatory. Have you 
a friend whose favors demand a re- 
turn? Subscribe to Tabernacle and 
Purgatory and let this gift month after 
month remind him of your gratitude. 
Have you an invalid acquaintance whose long hours indoors call 
forth your compassion? Give Tabernacle and Purgatory an en- 
trance into her home, and it will radiate heavenly sunshine and 
Eucharistic love. 

Have you a neighbor with a family? Send Tabernacle and 
Purgatory for a Christmas gift. The children’s department will 
attract the boys and girls, and both parents and children will learn. 
more of the Divine Friend in the Most Blessed Sacrament. 

Have you a relative who is growing cold in his religious 
duties? Let Tabernacle and Purgatory bring him a monthly 
message from the Eucharistic Heart of Jesus. It will be instru- 
mental in enkindling his fervor as it has for so many business men, 
making them frequent communicants. 

Countless graces will be brought to those hearts who read 
this Eucharistic magazine. Courage will be renewed, resignation 
to God's Holy Will practiced when they learn that Jesus in the 
Tabernacle abides there to be their Helper and Consoler. 

To honor the Holy Family, send Tabernacle and Purgatory 
to at least three of your friends as a Christmas gift. No $1.00- 
gift in any shape or form could equal it! A Christmas greeting 
card announcing the gift will be enclosed with the Christmas 
number and mailed to the new subscriber as near the feast as 
possible. Subscription, $1.00 a year. 

Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 


Contents — December, 1933 


The Christmas of the Eucharist — The Maternity of Mary — The 
World’s Largest Church in Honor of the Mother of God — Christmas 
Vengeance — The Kitten in the Crib—-The Charcoal Burner of 
Wuerzburg — The Babe of Bethlehem Enthroned — Little Lovers — 
“Who Gives Himself’ — A Full Dollar’s Worth. 
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Real Values in Rosaries 


Every Catholic man, woman and child should have a Rosary'and a Prayer-book. 
As Christmas gifts these are always acceptable. 











Sterling Silver beads, cross, center and chain $ 4.50 
Imitation of precious stone beads on heavy sterling silver chain. 
Colors: light blue, light pink or light green ......................-. 4.00 
Same beads On MgWOer CHAM .n.... 828i c cic. ccccene nccceneneccoense 2.00 
Medium large beads of irish horn, steel ehain. Length 21 in. ...... 1.00 
Oval cocoa beads on securely fastened silver-plated chain .......... 1.00 
Colored beads on German-silver chain ............... -90 
Large or small cocoa beads on steel chain ... 25 





When remittance accompanies the order, rosaries will be blessed with the Bridge- 
tine, Dominican, Crosier and Papal indulgences. 





Prayer-books 

Golden Book A complete prayer-book of the Blessed Virgin. Size 3% x 
5% in. Morocco, red edge, $1.25. Imitation leather, 75¢. 

Joy in God “Vest Pocket Manuel,” small print, gilt edge, 90¢. 

Golden Links Size 2%x4% in. 347 pages. Small print. Bindings: 
White celluloid, colored picture on cover, gilt edge, $1.50. Same 
in white leather, $1.00. Black leather, red edge, 80¢. 

Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children A book any boy or girl would be 
delighted to receive as a gift. Its 160 pages comprise Mass devo- 
tions, Confession and Communion prayers, the Stations, 8 visits to 
the Blessed Sacrament and other prayers, besides 28 devotion- 
inspiring pictures. Bound attractively in following colors: — 
Black, white, blue or red flexible cloth, 30¢. 

Black, white, blue or rose stiff cloth, 50¢. 

Black pin American seal or white imitation leather, red-under- 
gold edge, 75¢. 

Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





FOR SPEEDY SALE 


200 acres of fertile, productive land. All under cultivation except 
20 acres of pasture. Three and one-half miles from both the Conception 
Abbey and St. Joseph’s Academy for girls, at Clyde. Prices reasonable; 
terms easy. 
Address: Leo King, Conception, Missouri 





FARM FOR SALE 
160-acre farm (plus 8 acres of good timber if desired) at Concep- 
tion, in Nodaway County, Missouri, on State Highway No. 4. Fairly 
well equipped with farm buildings, and six room house. One mile from 
Conception College, one-half mile from St. Joseph’s Academy for girls 
at Clyde. Moderately priced. If interested, write 


Ferd. B. O'Reilly (Rt. 1) Conception Junction, Missouri 
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Our Gift Package 


will simplify your gift problem this Christmas. An attractively 
wrapped parcel containing the following 12 booklets, which cover a 
pleasing variety of devotional subjects, will be mailed postpaid to any 
address, with greeting card bearing the sender’s name, if desired, 
for only $1.00: — 


Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus 
Nine days’ devotion of affectionate aspirations consisting of special 
acts, such as adoration, supplication, etc. Also Litany and other 
prayers. (Very appropriate for the Christmas season.) 5¢. 


Devotion to the Infant Jesus of Prague 
A pleasing and grace-giving devotion. History of the devotion; 
favors granted by the Holy Infant; many prayers. Striking favors 
have been reported to us by persons who practiced this devotion. 5¢. 


My Daily Visit 
A short visit to the Blessed Sacrament for each day, with inspiring 
reflections; also a Mass devotion of indulgenced prayers. 5¢. 


Devotion to the Precious Blood 
Excellence and marvelous benefits of this devotion; Mass of the 
Precious Blood; Litany and many prayers. 5¢. 


Our Savior’s Goodness to Those Who Trust Him 
Will inspire confidence in God’s mercy. Joy and peace resulting 
from a life surrendered to the will of God. 5¢. 


Conformity to the Will of God 
A consoling booklet which gives the key to true happiness. 5¢. 


Mary’s Seven Sorrows 
A touching meditation on each of Our Lady’s Dolors, with illustra- 
tions of Janssens’ deeply pathetic and devotional series. Also 
Mass and Novena prayers. 5¢. 


True Veneration of the Sacred Heart 
How our Lord proves His love for us; our means of returning 
His love; Enthronement of His image. 10¢. 


In the Splendor of the Morning Sun 
A booklet designed to inspire deeper love for Holy Mass. 10¢. 





The Rosary, My Treasure 
Beauty of the Rosary prayers; reflections on the mysteries. 10¢. 


Prayer, the Great Means of Grace 
A practical and inspiring treatise deserving of wide circulation. 10¢. 


The Way of the Cross 
Vest pocket size; 64 pages; strong, embossed cover; durable 
paper; a touching picture of each Station, with reflection and 
prayer; also a litany and many other prayers. Each 15¢. 
(Individual copies at the prices mentioned, plus postage.) 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





CHRISTMAS REE 


and 3 extra designs 
with every set 


New Year Greeting Cards of 12 
Set of 12 Cards $1.00 








“Mary and Joseph worship the Divine Infant. He is the Joy of 
joys for all the earth, and the angels of heaven unite in that joy” — 
Father Faber. 


These words sum up the spirit of 
Christmas, —a spirit of joy. Joy 
because the Son of God has come 
into the world. How little, alas, 
is this true cause for joy depicted 
on our Christmas greeting cards! 
We see cats, dogs, teddy bears, and 
Chinamen who tell us not to “Go 
Peking” till Christmas; there is the 
vulgar and ever-present corpulent 


| og Ma A aS Santa Claus; there are more refined 
[Misr nA pictures of old fashioned chassis, 

landscapes and cathedrals, but 
more rare each year become representations of the real meaning 
of Christmas: The birth of Jesus, our Savior. 


At the cost of great labor and considerable expense, we have de- 
signed 12 Christmas cards, embodying the true Christmas spirit. Some 
are of brilliant colors and golden lettering; others of soft pastel shades. 
All with envelopes to match. Price per set, $1.00. In addition to 
this set of 12, we give FREE 3 extra designs. 


Order today. Specify: “Set of various cards.” 


YOUR NAME IMPRINTED FREE 


Set with name engraved. — For those who have the custom of 
sending only one design each year to all their friends, we have 
a set of 12 cards on parchment, —all the same — on which 
your name will be printed if desired. Price per set, $1.00. 


When ordering, say: “Set of engraved cards.” 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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